dressed in his home-made Sunday Lest looked up at him absorbed in'some-
thing of his own making that would have surprised the father and the
mother more if they could have known.
His pupil always remembered father as he was when 'composing', ink
on his fingers and face. For he always held the pen crosswise in his mouth
while he would go to and from the desk to the keyboard trying over the
passage he had written. His face would soon become fearful with black
smudges. To his observant understudy at those times he was weird.
Was music made in such heat and haste as this, the boy wondered? How
did Beethoven make his? And how did Bach make his?
He thought Beethoven must have made most of his when it was raining,
or just going to, or when the days were gloomy and the sun was soft with
clouds. He was sure Bach made his when the sun shone bright and breezes
were blowing as little children were happily playing in the street.
Father sometimes played on the piano far into the night, and much of
Beethoven and Bach the boy learned by heart as he lay listening. Living
seemed,a kind of listening to him—then.
Sometimes it was as though a door would open, and he could get the
beautiful meaning clear. Then it would close and the meaning would be
dim or far away. But always there was some meaning. Father taught him
to see a symphony as an edifice—of sound!
At the Centennial in Philadelphia, after a sightseeing day, mother made
a discovery. She was eager about it now. Could hardly wait to go to Boston
as soon as she got home—to Milton Bradley's.
The Kindergarten!
She had seen the 'Gifts' in the Exposition Building. The strips of
coloured paper, glazed and *matt', remarkably soft brilliant colours. Now
came the geometric by-play of those charming checkered colour combina-
tions! The structural figures to be made with peas and small straight
sticks: slender constructions, the joinings accented by the little green-pea
globes. The smooth shapely maple blocks with which to build, the sense
of which never afterwards leaves the fingers:ybrm "becoming feeling. The
box had a mast to set up on it, on which to hang the maple cubes and
spheres and triangles, revolving them to discover subordinate forms.
And the exciting cardboard shapes with pure scarlet face—such scarlet!
Smooth triangular shapes, white-back and edges, cut into rhomboids with
which to make designs on the flat table top. What shapes they made
naturally if only one would let them!
GIFTS
A small interior world of colour and form now came within grasp of
small fingers. Colour and pattern, in the flat, in the round. Shapes that
lay hidden behind the appearances all about.
Here was something for invention to seize, and use to create. These
* Gifts' came into the gray house in drab old Weymouth and made
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